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"And why not? After a day spent in making cal-
culations, the head needs a rest."
She even praised her husband as a hard-working
man. Frederick was irritated at hearing this eulogy;
and pointing towards a piece of black cloth with a
narrow blue braid which lay on her Tap:
"What is it you are doing there?"
"A jacket which I am trimming for my daughter."
"Now that you remind me of it, 1 have not seen
her. Where is she, pray?"
"At a boarding-school/' was Madame Arnoux's
reply.
Tears came into her eyes. She held them back,
while she rapidly plied her needle. To keep himself
in countenance, he took up a number of L'Illustration
which had been lying on the table close to where
she sat.
"These caricatures of Charn are very funny, are
they not?"
"Yes."
Then they relapsed into silence once more.
All of a sudden, a fierce gust of wind shook the
window-panes,
"What weather!" said Frederick.
"It was very good of you, indeed, to come here
in the midst of this dreadful rain."
"Oh! what do I care about that? I'm not like
those whom it prevents, no doubt, from going to keep
their appointments."
"What appointments?" she asked with an ingen-
uous air.
"Don't you remember?"
A shudder ran through her frame and she hung
down her head.